no                     A WOMAN OF THE PHARISEES

Jean at Baluzac, Michele at boarding-school.. . what on earth
would become of me? On that day I looked for the first time
straight in the face of loneliness. He is an old enemy now. We have
learned to rub along together, to know one another. Loneliness has
struck me every imaginable blow. There is no spot in me left to
strike. It has set me many traps, and I have fallen into every one.
But it torments me no longer. We sit, now, one on either side of
the fire, on winter evenings, when the fall of a fir-cone and the
sobbing of the night wind mean as much to me as the sound of a
human voice.

Whatever happened I must see Jean again for the last time.. . .
We must arrange to write. ... It would be easy for me, but how
should I address my letters? How does one have letters delivered
poste restantei I must see him once more, must be convinced that I
still existed for him, that Michele had not entirely taken my place.

The roses on my curtains grew faintly pink: the day was breaking.
I dressed, holding my breath the while. Not a creak did I make on
the floor. A single wall stood between me and the huge room in
which the two mahogany beds of Monsieur and Madame Pian stood
as far as possible from one another.

I opened my door without a sound. The stairs, it is true, creaked a
little, but Brigitte Was no light sleeper. I would go out by the
kitchen door so as to make sure of not being heard, .. . The key
was hanging in the scullery.

"Where are you off to so early*"

I choked back a cry. There she stood, at the turn of the stairs,
upright in the dawn light that fell from the skylight. She was
wearing an amethyst-coloured dressing-gown. A great coil of hair,
looking like a fat snake with a red ribbon round its snout, fell to
her waist

"Where are you off to? Tell me now!"

It did not occur to me to lie. She knew everything before I so
much as opened my mouth. Besides, despair had sapped my
courage. In a panic of escape I flung myself into its waiting
arms. I sought safety in that very over-sensitiveness which had only
to show its face to terrify" any aggressor, however formidable, and